KRISHNA KUMARI

SINDHIA : It is well Let us now receive his Excellency
with due honour, as the representative of the mightiest
race of shopkeepers the world has ever seen.

\Two Englishmen come up the steps from the road.
Mr. GRAEME MERCER, tht Ambassador, is about
thirty-Jive ; his face is bloodless and tired-looking.
He wears a tall " stove-pipe " hat and is in civilian
dress, blue with bright gold facings and velvety blue
waistcoat. LIEUTENANT JAMES TOD, his attache^ is
a dozen years younger. His red complexion is heightened
by the day's indescribable sultriness and his stiff stock.
He is in military dress, with cocked hat. Both English-
men keep their hats on during the interview which
follows. Ml rise on their entrance, and SINDHIA greets
them effusively.

Be seated, Mercer Saheb. Be seated. Tod Saheb, I cannot
find words to express my sense of the very great honour
you have done our conference by giving up your time to
attend it. It makes the marriage of my friend Maharaja
Man Singh doubly auspicious. You know, we Hindus
believe that in the old days the gods often came to such
meetings as this. You English are the gods of India to-day,
MERCER (as he and TOD take their seats on the cushions
provided for them): Mr. Tod and I are very grateful to
you, Maharaja. We feel it a great privilege to be here.
I hope we have not kept you waiting long. The elephant
that you kindly sent arrived very late. May I say one
thing now, before the Rana arrives?

SINDHIA (affably): Are we not all brothers here?
MERCER (in a gravely suave manner, cultivated by
reading and drafting innumerable minutes and official
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